TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
Saying goodbye to all of us, he was full of plans for his return
next year, yet we could not help feeling that perhaps the strain
of the journey at this time and in this fashion might not have
been as good for his heart—as it was for ours.
He died in the midst of a broadcast in New York, less than three
months later.
I imagine I have discovered, through all these explorings into
the past, what can make me happiest. Certain good moments
have been too brief and isolated; they fail in a promise of
recurrence. The man in my picture always went on an evening
walk with his dog at that time, along that English country road
down the hill; always at the same place the little dog sprang up
on to that higit bank and pattered along for a while—then jumped
down again. And I know that I love to- feel that such peaceful
things will continue, and happen again and again so that I can plan
for'them and look forward to them confidently, until happiness
achieves a sort of rhythm, a beat in unison with the seasons and the
tides, with birth and death and a promise of renaissance. That was
happiness, and that is what we are all missing to-day; to-day and
to-morrow. It may be that the day after to-morrow will bring
it back.
CHAPTER XIH
"SALT GREEN STREAMS"
dear mr. woollcott,
This is the book on which I was at work in
September 1939. It is now clear to me that even if I were again to
have the leisure and will to finish it, the work would be in vain, for
the world in which and for which it was designed .has ceased to exist.
So far as it went, this was my best writing; will you, who, in the
past, have been so prodigal of encouragement, accept this fragment
of what, complete, might have come within measurable distance of
justifying your interest
AN author who has revealed such out-of-the-way military
jLJLability and leadership as Major Evelyn Waugh in Commando
warfare, could not be expected to continue at the same time placidly
writing a piece of fiction begun just before war smashed into it;
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